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AIRS, DUETS, GLEES, &c. 
IN 


' OLYMPUS IN AN UPROAR. 


Aer I 
' AIR. —Jverires. 


By ſconce of Jove N mine), love 
| maggots, 

A nut-ſhell make this (bis bead), fire and 

| faggots ! 85 

There Leda trips, oh! Cupid, ſtop "TOY 

| 1 2785 o'er the graſs, top, ſweet graſshopper! 


B DUEF. 


DUEr.—]Jurrrin and MERCury, 


Mer. 


' Jap. 
Mer. 
Jup. 
Mer. 


Jup. 


BY my rod ſhe's very nice, 
And ſhe muſt be mine, boy, 


That ſhe ſhall be in a trice, 
That's my very fine boy! 
Like a hound for puſs I'll pack (going) 


Babbling puppy! hey! come back 
Firſt J muſt my bottle crack, 

Hey! for love and wine. boy! 
Firſt we muſt, &c. | 


11. 


Here's the liquor, mighty Jove, 


Fill; woud'ſt uſe a God ill? 
Sire, your brain- pan's fill'd with love, 
Sky- light tops my noddle, 
Out the bright libation pour, 
Look, great Sir, Pve brim'd it 
V 
Bid boy, Bacchus, bring me 
5 more, 
How much, Sir? 
A pottle! 
Let us then a bottle crack, &c. 
TRIO. 


7” 


. RIO.—JueiTER, Monus, Mekcukv. 


Jup. WHEN I go up, 
Mom. What uproar in the heavens! 
Jup. You talk like a fool 


Mom. With a three-legg'd ſtool, 30, 
T Tho? you look fo big, : 
] | - ._ She'll comb your wig, 
Mom. & Mer. She will 6 
Jup. She wont Jer e 
Jup. You're a prophet—La, la! 1 
Mer. I fear it 
8 Not 
Mom. | Ha, ha, ha! 3 
Mer. & Mom, Fal, lal, lal, lal, la, la! 
0 
ne a e 
S TS 


4-3 


TRIO.—PaLLas, Juxo, and Vexts. 


"IM Pall. I paſs," I've done fo all the night; 
| Juno. I take a king, 
T4 Venus. Pray, ladies, ſtay—I'II play alone, 
Juno.) Again !—Bleſs me— Again 
Pall. © Again! 
1 Venus. Dimonds are trumps, 
A Tou ſcarcely paſs one hand 
In ten. 
Pall. The cards owe me a ſpite, _ 
This lady knows you,—fo do I, 
Lou dealt the cardg—and we cou * 
ſpy. 
Venus. (T. 2 8 ber game ) The vol is 


— err a 
5.3 6 Leto ls olay rem oO 
2 ry . ag a 


wh matadors. 

Pall. Spadille at bottom—oh fie 
Juno. Such hints are ſhocking, ma'am, 
Pall, Cheats are provoking, ma'am, 
Venus. Lord ſuch a rout! 

But loſers muſt have leave to pow 
YVenus, But loſers, &c. 
Pall. Cheats are, &c. 
Juno. Such terms, &c. 

O fie! 


123 7 5 )- 


BUT ah! fweet Miſs, your temper keep, 
Your peace my boy ſhall ne'er invade, 
. Cupid ſhall not break your ſleep, 
| You ſhall ſtill remain a maid. 
All evergreen _ 
| Be Pallas ſeen, 
Laurels her learned brows adorn, 
8 Baleful yew, 3 
Cypreſs too, 
5 | Roſes alone ne er deck that thorn. 


But "= net Miß, &c, 


. 


at. 


AIR. 


AR 


— — — 
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POE Per TINT TIO 


I'll engage ſhe'll ſoon be well. 


Moikt off with 't to her majeſty, 


(6/7, 


AI R—Is 18. 


TOLD by oe porter and the page 

Not at home, 

You'd ha le ſhe'd burſt with rage. 
Skips, I muſt ſee the queen, and will.) 

Dear madam; ſays I, the queen is ill, 
Takes James's powder, and Ward's pill. 
home, 

Eccho'd they to all her aſkings. 


— 


11. 5 3 


To 0 this Pippin bid her ſmell, 
Bid her ſmell, 


I box'd the fox this morn, ſays ſhe, 
And from th' heſperian dragon's tree 


So bye, bye! 
- I muſt fly, 
He's hard at my galligaskins. 


7 


TRIO-vxxvs, Juno, and PALLAS, 


Venus. M title 
Will need no longer recital, 
Can you, * 
Or you, 
Diſpute the prize? 
If not, ſay who. | 


Pallas. You maukin! 
What ſignifies your talking; F 
Don't name 
That claim, 
If you be wiſe, 
Before us two. 


: * % 


Juno. 55 Gads mel 
Such rank conceit, it mads me 
; 8 7 
A flirt - 
Shou'd brave the 228 
What s here to do! EF | 


AIR 


6 7 
AIR—] UNO. 


OH, my fuſty, 
Muſty, 
- Crufly, 
Ruſty, 
Spouſy ! 
Fobber, 
eber, 
Slobber. 
Ev'ry dirty blowſy 
Shunning 


* 


. Me, and tunning 


Wine in till he's muzzy; 
_ Creeping, 
Peeping, 
Keeping 
Every little huſſey. 
How do I look to-day ? 
Charming! I muſt conquer ; 
Here'll end the fray * 
Of beauty's judge the younker. 
Of pippin rob a queen, 
Had Nabob a begum, 
I no pippin win, Is 
Plumper pat I'll peg him. 
Oh, my fuſty, &c. 
| QUIN< 
Fo, 


a... 


IIN- 


653 


. QUINTETTO—Jor. Mom. ; Pat, 


and Venus. 


4. FOR Ida away! 


Juno. My peacock, I fay! | 
Jup. My eagle there! Ho! Qui of lo? 


Al. Qui eſt la? 
= YPenus. Pray Bartel my doves; 
Jup. My thunderbolt in his great claw. 
Venus, Come, graces and loves, 
Pallas. Fly hither, my owl, 
Mom. Hey, on my ſoul 
Here's pidgeons, 
And widgeons, 
oy And eagle, and owl, 
But what ſhall poor Momus now do for a 
fowl ? 
As I am ſo merry, 
- _ To fave my old ſhoes, 
Sir: let your equerry 
Quick ſaddle my gooſe. 
Juno. My peacock ! 
Jupp. My eagle ! : 
Venus.” My pidgeons! 
c Palla, 


„WV 


( or ) 


Pallas. My owl! 
Mamus. My gooſe! 


Juno. J From heaven we fly for a mortal's 

Venus. > ö 

Pallas. ] And the ſwain ſhall award the bright 
| Pippin. to me. 

„ Qu ef a? 


END OF ACT 1. 


Act 


ooſc! | Se 
— — — eee nee ee ——_— . 
ortal's 8 85 
. 
aright Lees os: 
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AIR—JvuPITER, 


5 8 
I AM at all females, widow, maid, and dame, 
_ . . Over the brook, and over the brake O 
A goddeſs and a girl to me is all the ſame, | 
Of a god I'm the devil of a rake o! 
11. | 
I ſaw a modeſt maiden climb a cherry tree, 
Over the brook, &c. 


I gave it ſuch a ſhake, that tumble down 
| came ſhe, 


Of a gods &c. 


GH 


11 I, 
One day an old woman was ſitting 105 a well. : 
Over the brook, &c. 


I took her by the chin, in this poor woman 
fell, 


Of a god, dec. 


C 2 m. Once 


= 


. 
IV, | 
Once I ſaw a ducheſs walking on a wall, 
Over the brook, &c. 


1 ſwore I'd bring her pride 8 my * 


got a fall, 
Of a | god, &c, 


V. PR | 
I faw a pretty milliner ſitting in a ſhop, 
Over the brook, '&c: 
She, ſmiling, cry'd, © get out, Sir,” but 
Ilet her needle drop, 
| Of a god, 9 


vi; 


Papa 1 am to men and gods, or may! never 
ſtir, | 
Over the brook,” &c. 
To father ſuch a family, what a 3 
on a god, &c. 


Cl» 


GRAND CHORUS. 
lady | WW 


Declare! 
The thund' ring bull of the Pope, a 
Stagg' ring bob, 
Golden calf for the mob, 
5 Compar'd to the bull of Europa. 


AlR-Menkcunv. 
OF all the words in lexicon, 
Not one to my poor thinking 
Can make a man fo wiſe a don 
As thoſe in uſe for drinking. | 
To ſay he's drunk, fo coarſe the ſound, _ | 
That Bacchus aſk d Apollo 
To give ſome terms, in wit profound, 
And he the phraſe wou'd follow. 
With a fal, lal, la. 


11. When 


fa) 


11. 
When ladies drink, why then they” re gays 
But to a toping gypſey 


Of vulgar rank, we ſneering ſay, 
. Upon my foul the's tipſey.“ 
When lords are bubb'd, they're in the ſun, 
And cits are mighty muddled, + * - 
But when a huſband up 1s done, 
The wife cries, © Deary's fuddled.“ 
7 | With a fal, lal, la! 


\ 
'Y 


1175 


When Jack is grogg' d, he's ſhipp'd 22 dons | 
He cries, © Your half-ſeas over, 
And boſky Damon roars, My dear, 1 
« 'm prim'd juſt for a lover,” 
And ſome are rocky, ſome are, muzz'd, 
And fome diſguis'd and mellow, 
But goddeſſes muſt no be buſs'd, 
For I'm a merry fellow. , 
| | With a fal, lal, la! 


an 


AIR—Paxis. 

MY ſheep feaſt on flowers, and fine ls their 
wool, 
My dog he is faichful, my bottle is full, 


And green is the paſture, and blue is the ſky, 
And Aura ſoft whiſpers in amorous figh. 


A note from my pipe is the joy of the plain, 


That couples in dancing the nymph and the 
ſwain; NN 

Tho ſmiles of bright ſammer encirele my 
year, 

Alas! all is nothing —none's not here. 


II. 
Gay Daphne preſents me a bowl of rich cream, 
Fond Laura requeſts I'd interpret her dream; 
For ſaving two lambs that fell into the brook, 
Each wove me a chapler to hang oa my 


crook. 
All mine are the meadows. that round I 
behold, : 
And mine are the flocks that at lun eat 1 
fold; 


My neighbours are cheerful, their friend- 

ſnip's ſincere, 4 
Alas! all is ROE ings (lin s not here. 
| | AIR 


| ATi Face. 


SWEET revenge, there 1s a clue to, 

Wou'd you take a fool's advice, 

- Me voici tout prit—Cornuto, 

We may drub him in a trice. 
Dans le bon 10#—Down, derry, derry. 
Dans le bon ton, 
Sure lgazon. 


0 ' 


5 
 AIR—ParLas. 


I fay, my chap, the blue-eyed maid 
Great Pallas cali'd, look up and ſee, 
Unborn am I, from papa's head 
I bolted out thus cap-a-pe. | 
Minerva! by ſoldiers and doctors all ador'd, 4 45 
To kill or cure by pill or Word; 
In Finſbury-temple, when I've the apple won, 
N 1 wow ſhait be my n | 


AIR 


(7 ) 


AIR—Vznvs. 


SHEPHERD, nor loiter on theſe lonely hills, 
Awak'd by birds, or lull'd by falling rills, 
Na gentle converſe ſweet to ſoothe thy mipd... 
Alas! poor Tray, thy only friend, tho? kind. 
| Thy ſmiles-on filly ſheep are caſt away, 
With folded arms why languiſh out the day? 
The ſpark of love, from beauteous Helen's 5 

eyes, 

Shall fire POP ſoul, if mine the dulcet prize. 


C3 -» 
All. 
AWAY 
Away for the bright firmament! 


J ove has had his frolick, and now for the ſky. 
This hk own iſle of TIM. he 'gambol'd 
upon, pos” | 
But Ries of all iſles wider the * Tp 
: Vc 
= His pride to protect; 
Diſtinction deſpiling, 
Of whig or of tory,"  - © 
Her fame ever riſing . 
In honour and glory. 


; | = 2 Away for che bright grmament! 


